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English 2 
Elden sat with his back to the wall in a huge highchair on 
wheels. His big hands and bony fingers were forming intricate, 
imaginary designs on the Formica table top, but his eyes were 
staring straight ahead, wide open. 
Even though they were clear, Elden's eyes didn't com-
prehend what was going on around him. He didn't notice 
when the rest of his group was wheeled into the room. He 
didn't notice there was someone sitting next to him or know 
the lady on the other side of the room was drinking a Grain 
Belt beer. Elden only stared straight ahead with his eyebrows 
etched upward as the food was being distributed on grey 
plastic trays. 
When a tray was placed in front of him, Elden's nose 
picked up the odor of the food, and he knew it was time to 
force a few mouthfuls down to his hollow stomach. But his 
canned turkey sandwich didn't appeal to him like the soup on 
the tray next to his. He'd much rather have the soup. He 
leaned across the highchair and slowly jabbed for the bowl 
with his spoon. Missed. He lifted his spoon and tried again. 
This time the spoon clanked against the rim of the bowl and 
slid into the cracker-filled soup. 
He lifted his spoon out of the bowl, carefully level, slowly, 
only to drop its contents on the tray underneath it. Elden 
couldn't give up. No one was watching. He had to hurry 
before they saw him. 
Elden tried to hurry but his arm wouldn't move as fast as it 
ought to. He pushed his foot to the base of his highchair and 
stretched his lanky body sideways to get his hand nearer the 
tray. 
Why was he doing this? He didn't care about the soup next 
to him. His turkey sandwich would be much better than that 
soggy-cracker soup. And why did he keep playing with his 
zipper? Oh, and he sure wished Martha was still alive to take 
care of him so he wouldn't have to live in a place like this. 
[ 3 ] 
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He reached his spoon over again, only this time aimed for 
the spilled soup on the tray. He scooped a bit of the mess onto 
his spoon, and then moved it to the edge of the tray, tipped the 
spoon to its side, and tapped the tray. The liquid splattered on 
the floor. 
Elden was just aiming for the mess on the tray again, 
slowly, with all his concentration. . . . 
4
'Elden! You eat your own food. You have a sandwich. 
That's not your soup." 
Elden hadn't been cautious enough and now he was pushed 
farther away from the soup bowl, and left against the wall with 
his turkey sandwich, his eyes wide and his right hand fingering 
the zipper on his grey pants. 
An hour later, Elden lay in his bed, his big hands limp at 
his sides, his wide eyes searching for something to get his mind 
away from his surroundings. 
He glanced to the nightstand. Who was that woman in the 
picture staring back at him with a grin full of white teeth? He 
didn't like it. It shouldn't be on his nightstand. It wasn't his. 
Slowly, Elden lifted up a hand, and reached for the picture. 
He couldn't reach it. His long arms weren't long enough. He 
worked his fingers back and forth, up and down, stretching as 
far as his reclining position would allow him. 
It was no use. He let his arm fall back onto the bed, but not 
carefully enough, and his elbow caught on the bed rail and 
made a thud as the pain shot up his arm. 
Elden moaned, while his eyes searched again for something 
to distract him and then they rested on the corner of the 
nightstand where a spider was spinning a web between the 
wooden corner and the wall. 
Fascinated that this much could be happening, Elden 
watched as the spider moved rapidly, spinning strand after 
strand of webbing so fine, and so delicate, yet so visible to 
Elden. The spider moved back and forth from corner, to wall, 
to corner, to web, to corner, to web, and back to the wall, 
never slowing down, never stopping until at last its net was 
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ready. The spider stopped when it was in a corner of the 
finished web — waiting for a fly. 
- • -
It was bright and sunny, the first part of May. The ground 
was drying out from the April showers and the leaves were 
opening up on the quince bush in the front lawn. 
The kids had been sent outdoors to take in the fresh air 
and romp in the grass, while the mother scrubbed and waxed 
the kitchen floor. They played for a few minutes in the shade 
of the quince bush, but the young boy could only feel that he'd 
been sent out of doors all too suddenly. So suddenly that he 
hadn't had time to use the bathroom after their afternoon 
lunch. And now, the lemonade that he'd used to quench his 
thirst needed to be eliminated. He began fidgeting with the 
zipper on his knickers. His sister stopped playing with her doll 
when he got up from the grassy carpet and he began crossing 
his legs and half squatting. 
"I have to go pee, " he said. 
"Can't go inside. The floor's wet, "she answered back. 
"I know." 
ufust go out here. I wanna watch. " 
His face contorted into a look of anguish. He'd better do 
something fast, or he'd have to walk around in wet pants until 
the floor dried. He fidgeted with the zipper. Then unzipped it 
and pulled his penis out. His sister stood watching as a stream 
of fluid flowed out like a fountain. 
She'd seen drinking fountains before, and this looked like a 
human one. "Keep doing that," she said. And as he continued 
the fountain effect, she took her big hat off, then bent her 
head down and tried to catch the fluid in her mouth. 
"Hold still." 
A sharp knock came on the window and then a muffled 
"Elden. Elden. "A hand grabbed him and slapped him. 
— • -
Now they were shaking him. Who was it? No. He wasn't 
doing anything wrong. He'd just drunk too much lemonade 
was all. 
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"Elden, wake up. Time to get ready for breakfast." 
Elden laboriously opened his eyes, letting the brightness of 
the room wake him. He became aware of something white 
hovering over him, and the white mass focused in to be the 
nurse —expressionless —while her hands were stripping the 
blankets from his bed. As she undressed him, changed his wet 
sheets, bathed and then dressed him for the day, Elden was 
thinking of his dream. The dream he had every night. The 
dream he was shaken from each morning—like he'd been 
shaken that one day long ago. But never slapped. At least he 
didn't get slapped like he did that one day for drinking too 
much lemonade. As he was thankful— buzz — for that. 
But why didn't he get to go outside? Why did he have to be 
constantly punished for something that happened so many 
years ago? He hated being locked inside. He hated thinking 
that lemonade had caused him to suffer even now. Buzz. 
The nurse left with Elden sitting on top of the fresh bed so 
the orderly could place him in the highchair. 
"I want out of here," Elden mumbled to himself, his eyes 
searching around the room. 
Buzz. Buzz. Buzzzz. BUZZZZZZIIITTTTT. Elden's eyes 
focused on the spider web in the corner of the nightstand. A fly 
had landed in the carefully spun trap, and now the spider 
from the corner raced over to it and, using pieces of the fiber, 
wrapped webbing round and round and round the imprisoned 
fly. BUZZZZZ. Buzzt. Round and round and round. Buzz. 
The buzz got softer as the spider continued to unfasten bits of 
web from the maze, and wrap them around the fly. He was 
suffocating. BUzz. Round and round the fly went the spider 
leg, as another leg pulled loose pieces of the intricate net. The 
binding got tighter— buz— and tighter. Choking. It was so 
thick that the fly couldn't breathe. And the spider continued 
to wrap, round and round until it couldn't see the fly 
anymore — zzz. And then Elden couldn't hear it anymore. 
Hands grabbed him and Elden felt himself being raised up 
and set into a chair. His legs were bent and his arms pressed 
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against his body as the Formica top was locked in place in 
front of him. Then Elden was swung around, and pushed 
towards the cafeteria, his eyes wide and staring. He was 
thinking about the fly, while his hand, underneath the table, 
played with his trouser zipper. 
And then he smelled the food as the tray was placed in 
front of him. He couldn't make himself pick up his fork and 
eat. The smell repulsed him. So he sat there. Thinking about 
the fly. 
- • -
It was a huge fly. Bigger than any he'd ever seen before. 
And it was pulling a piece of turkey from two slices of wheat 
bread with its legs. But all the while it was pulling at the piece 
of turkey, this big fly was watching the other side of the room. 
With its great green-blue eyes—eyes half the size of its body— 
it was watching as a grey-haired lady in a highchair drank beer 
from a drinking fountain. Then something scared the fly and 
it dropped its piece of turkey and flew away. 
_
 # _ 
Elden opened his eyes and noticed he was in bed. Some girl 
with white smiling teeth stood beside the bed and looked down 
on him. He shut his eyes again. 
- • -
The spider in the corner of the nightstand, having suc-
cessfully choked his prey in webbing, was ready to move it 
home. He used his mouth to bite loose each strand of web that 
held the fly in position, and with one of his legs, he pulled this 
strand free and wrapped it around the fly. 
- • -
Now the huge fly was sitting on the drinking fountain and 
staring into the fountain as the water squirted over the edge. 
And then something scared it again and it flew away into a 
field. In the field there were two children playing. The little 
girl was showing the little boy her doll. It was so hot outside. 
So very hot, and the bush they were sitting under didn't keep 
them very cool. The big fly watched as the boy found some 
lemonade in the pocket of his knickers. And then he saw the 
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little girl run over and ask the boy for some. He tried to throw 
her some, but before she could catch it in her hat, hands 
grabbed him. And they slapped, and slapped, and slapped 
him. And when they stopped, the little boy was an old man 
with big hands who couldn't feel anything. 
• 
The doctor had been called in to Elden's room. He was 
bent over and was pulling a stethoscope from the black bag 
sitting on the floor. Elden's daughter was there too. When she 
talked to the doctor her white teeth flashed in the light. 
"Is he all right?" 
The doctor placed his stethoscope on Elden's chest. He 
listened for a few moments. A few very long moments. Then 
without glancing at the daughter, he took the stethoscope 
from his ears and folded them. Then placed them in his black 
bag and snapped it shut. 
The doctor looked up into the daughter's sad eyes, then 
turning around, pulled the white sheet up over Elden. 
• 
Piece by piece the spider had unfastened the bound-up fly 
and now his prey hung limply away from the net. The spider 
grabbed hold tight with one of its legs and, with the others, 
slowly climbed up the net ladder —moving farther away from 
the hole left in the net and closer to its home. 
